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the Hotel Adlon. A wave of migration swept over
Germany. Every sort of person who had fled from
Russia before the Red Terror seemed to have sought
refuge in Berlin. Here life was possible for anyone
who had brought some securities, or had family
jewels to sell, or possessed a pair of skilful hands.
Men who had themselves been flung out of the
customary course of their existence, and whom the
caprice of fate had thrown together, found themselves
most at ease in a tottering world. Along the Kur-
furstendamm there was a positive chain of Russian
night-restaurants. Russian generals carried in plates
of smoking bortch, a prince conducted a choir
in which gypsies sat side by side with ex-ladies-in-
waiting, a princess opened a tailor's salon, counts,-
genuine and otherwise, bought goods that they had
never seen and sold them, still unseen, at an enormous
profit. In the austere apartments of privy coun-
cillors romped hordes of screaming children, every
pension was full of refugees, conspiring, drinking all
night long, weeping and dancing, frantically fighting
for a livelihood, only to spend the next night on the
street. Jews from many lands, Poles, Czecho-
slovaks, and Dutchmen, crowded into Berlin on the
heels of the faithful servants of the Tsar. Engulfed in
this foreign invasion, the city itself with its buildings
and gardens, its factories and shops, seemed to have
disappeared. A house was to be bought for a handful
of dollars, and a magnificent mansion for a few pounds
sterling, but reckoning the transaction in marks the
profit amounted to several milliards. And people
went on selling, many from the direst need, and many
because their faith in the mark was yet not quite dead